LOOKING  AT   ENGLAND
sons and daughters of those men. We did not win that war: It
is not finished, as we now see. We granted our enemy an Armis-
tice, and now, twenty years later, he is stronger than we are;
either hostilities will be resumed in conditions more unfavourable
to ourselves than those of 1914 or we must capitulate.
This was not necessary. We could have had the victory.
We could have outarmed the rearming adversary, or we could
have found allies with whom we should have been stronger than
he. We gave our million, British lives to save the nation, but also
for a wider ideal — the right of poor men to live as freemen, and
of small nations to live as free nations.
One after another, all these things have been cast away.
We neither have our brave new England nor our brave new
world. We have an England more class-ridden and with more
slums than ever. We have a world again at the mercy of military
adventurers. We have governments that tell us they stand for
the old ideals, but in moments of crisis they always betray these
ideals. They tell us for years that we Have nothing to fear when
mortal danger is approaching our door.
For what are we to live, for what to die? We have been sold
and betrayed.
You might think there was something foul in the state of
England. But no, all is well. We still have an Upper Class,
and that is all that matters. Lady Londonderry, the political
hostess, writes in a book, There is still, what shall we call it,
an Upper Class, its ranks diminished and impoverished by the
war. They still wield a certain influence behind the scenes and
in times of crisis their presence will still be felt, something solid
and very British.'
In the countries I know, politicians have attached much
importance to that little coterie behind-the-scenes which is so
solid and British in moments of crisis. But any attempt to identify
its members, to reveal how they work, is sternly repressed, pro-
duces loud cries of indignation.
For years I have followed the activities of that little group, of
whose impoverishment I have seen little trace* For years I have
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